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WINTRY WEATHER
MY love is dead, her soul is sped,
All in the windy weather. Through sun and rain, we ne'er again
Shall walk God's world together.
When first we met, the dew was wet
Upon the blossomed heather, But now 'tis cold and I am old,
And wintry is the weather.
That joyous morn, breast high in corn We sang love's song together.
The breath was sweet of rain on wheat, And red the blushing heather !
And thou wert mine and I was thine In that sweet summer weather.
Bird light thy tread I Thy sweet lips red, Far redder than the heather.
Thine eyes in hue the deepest blue
Of harebell in the heather. Thy voice as low as streams that flow
Through woods in dusty weather.
The years have sped and thou art dead.
We may not live together. The world is cold and I am old.
Ah me 1 The wintry weather 1